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SCHUMANN, Alanson Tucker 
92 SCHOOL STREET 
GARDINER, MAINE 
Nov. TO, T925 
H. E. Dunnack, Esq., 
State Library, 
Augusta, ilaine 
Dear Mr. Dunnack 
I ran across the enclosed, 
clipping to-day and think, it may be of interest 
to you. If you already have a copy, or do not 
care for it, kindly return it to me. 
Yours very truly, 
est r 
A NEW ENGLAND POET 
Alanson Tucker Schumann's Unostenta­
tious Career 
I AM* sure that the name of Alanson Tucker Schumann, whose recent death, in Florida has been reported, will be missed by many readers of the Tran­
script who have read for the past twenty-
five years the singularly polished and' ac­
complished verses of this competent, though 
unostentatious, New England poet. By 
profession a physician in Gardiner, Me., 
lie still found time to live what was prob­
ably to him the best part of his life in the 
land of fancy—a land where he saw much 
that others might not have seen. Dr. 
Schumann, with his highly responsive sense 
of beauty and his quiet sense of humor, 
seems to have had a rare and happy way 
? finding poetry in almost everything; and 
hi3 expression of it was more than often 
something near to perfect. It is difficult, 
for example, to foresee oblivion for a son­
net like the following, which is altogether 
remarkable for its cumulative poetic vol­
ume: 
GUIDANCE 
Upon the corner of a village street, 
Close to the limits of my homestead lands, 
An unpretentious upright firmly stands, 
In workmanship plain, commonplace and neat. 
To make its purpose clear, Its form complete, 
Below its top, like fingerless still hands, 
A lettered board, transversely placed, commands 
To the right path the stranger's doubting feet. 
And when the vision widens, and the stars 
Majestically move across the night, 
And God seems near in their eternal glow— 
When no harsh voice the sacred silence mars, 
I see, beyond the structure's slender height. 
The shadow of a Cross upon the snow. 
And this intimate if less ambitious ex­
ample of the clarity of his method may 
be found, choosing almost at random 
from his one published book, "The Man 
and the Rose," in a sonnet like Deane's 
Groye, which is obviously autobiographi­
cal and sincere: 
DEANE'S GROVE 
I went for acornr one October day 
Into a grove—Deane's Grove we called it then. 
It was my time of happy childhood when 
All sounds were welcome and all sights were gay. 
With the kind patient irees I had my way, 
My eager way. Good trees, unlike to men. 
Each journeying year you gave to me again^-
rn mj fj 
Now I am old I ceek the grove once more, 
To find the trees that were my joy are few— 
And they, alack! are old as well as I! 
Some leaves are barren that were green before 
But as each year their tops their life renew, 
The fruit they bear Is nearer to the sky. 
Dr. Schumann, though as patient and as 
careful in his work as a Chinese ivory 
carver, was possessed at the same time of 
an extraordinary facility, which was often 
a source of wonder to his literary friends. 
He was a- his best when manipulating the 
so-called "set" forms of verse, producing 
on at least one occasion no fewer than 
three technically flawless ballades in a sin­
gle day. Always a lover of the old French 
forms, he wrote ballades, rondeaux, vil 
lanelles and rondels by the score, as he 
wrote sonnets by the hundred, and always 
with his characteristic precision and gen 
eral excellence. No doubt this precision 
was in the nature of things occasionally a 
little overdone, but on the other hand the 
final product was often a thing of pure 
music and beauty. He wrote for the sheer 
love of writing, and thereby produced ef­
fects that could not have been produced in 
any other way. The following ballade, for 
example, with all its artifice, could not 
have been written for the sake of the lines 
alone: 
THE SONG THAT I SHALL/ NEVER SING 
When twilight's purples pass to gray 
And stars emerge in majesty, 
When Night's dim fingers close the day ^ 
And all Is hush and ecstasy— 
From the fond homes of memofy, 
In immemorial murmuring, 
Supreme, illusive, comes to me 
The song that I shall never sing. 
The words allure, delude, delay. 
Kiss, captivate, combine, agree, 
Flash, quiver, tantalize and play, 
Then soar in matchless harmony: 
I thrill with unconjectuied glee 
To catch the final faultless ring— 
When sudden fades, and utterly, 
The song that I shall never sing. 
The voice of bird from budding spray, 
When winter dies by spring's decree— 
The flush and perfume of the May, 
Which quickens meadow, field and tree-
Vague throbs of far-heard melody, 
The perfect poise of perfect wing, 
Are hints of what might chance to be 
The song that I shall never sing. 
ENVOY 
iend, I would give all else for fee, 
\\t by the forfeit I could bring 
'fo my poor brain the power to free 
The song that I shall never sing. 
Although this poet never strove to any 
great extent for publicity, and may never 
have given the subject much thought, it 
is not at all impossible that time, with 
his odd revenges, may give to Schumann's 
name a place above many that are today 
more conspicuous and reverberating. 
EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON 
